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PREFACE. 

This  volume  contains  some  immature  verses 
upon  different  subjects  written  during  and  imme- 
diately after  my  school  days. 

These  lines  are  varied  in  tone  and  even  in 
construction.  I  have  chosen  these  selections 
.merely  because  they  afforded  myself  the  greatest 
amount  of  pleasure.  They  might  be  more  artis- 
tic, but  thy  could  not  recall  more  forcibly  those 
happy  days  and  scenes  in  which  they  were  writ- 
ten. With  all  their  imperfections  they  must  re- 
main just  as  they  were  composed. 

The  Muses  were  merry  and  harmless  com- 
panions and  I  hope  to  renew  their  acquaintance 
some  future  day. 

Ethel  Ursula  KORAN. 
Montreal, 

Christmas,  1921. 
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CANADA. 

I  love  this  fair  Dominion;    my  natvie  land,  all  hail! 

Its  wonderous  proportions  are  on  the  grandest  scale; 

Its  endless  virgin  forests,  its  mighty  inland  seas, 

Its  Rockies  and  its  Selkirks,  like  Alps  and  Pyranees ; 

Its  vast  expanse  of  prairies,  where  vision  seeks  in  vain 

The  limits  of  the  billowy  fields  of  undulating  grain ; 

Its  rivers  with  their  volumes,  in  their  majestic  sweep, 

Through  miles  of  fertile  country  down  to  Atlantic's  deep; 

Its  cascades  and  the  thunders  of  Niagara's  giant  fall; 

The  echos  of  its  vastness  that  from  sea  to  mountains  call; 

Its  Liberties  as  precious  as  the  features  that  we  trace, 

Its  blending  of  all  elements  of  province,  creed  and  race; 

Its  every  noble  aspect  that  God  has  pronounced  "good," 

'  Tis  a  marvelous  mosaic  of  Canadian  nationhood. 

Yes,  I  love  this  fair  Dominion,  the  grandest  land  on  earth, 

'  Tis  the  land  of  a  bright  future,  and  the  dear  land  of  my  birth. 
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OUR    OWN    FLAG. 


I  love  the  Flag  of  my  native  land, 

As  it  floats  on  high  from  strand  to  strand, 

Fanned  by  the  breeze  of  Liberty 

O'er  our  dear  Canadian  country. 

It  floats  from  every  tower  and  dome. 
Over  each  free  Canadian  home,, 
Flashing  o'er-head  the  beacon  light 
That  guides  the  traveller  in  the  night. 

Our  Flag  is  the  symbol  of  Freedom  true, 
The  promise  of  glory  for  a  land  yet  new ; 
It  recalls  each  noble  and  heroic  race 
And  the  deeds  they've  done  in  danger's  face. 

It  stands  for  Union  as  it  has  ever  stood; 
It  suggests  the  grandeur  of  our  Nationhood, 
The  blending  of  all  in  one  mighty  whole, 

With  divers  forms  but  just  one  soul. 
14 


THE    CANADIAN   BEAVER. 

The  symbol  of  industry,  the  Beaver  builds, 
With  wonderous  patience,  his  solid  home; 
No  artist  hand  more  beautifully  gilds, 
No  architect  designs  more  perfect  dome. 


With  weeks  of  knawing  he  fells  the  trees 
Cuts  the  branches  and  drags  them  to  the  stream ; 
This  work  is  done  with  a  seeming  ease, 
As  in  order  he  sets  them  beam  on  beam. 


Then  from  the  lake  he  brings  loads  of  slime 
To  cement  therewith  each  hole  and  crack, 
He  makes  a  stairway  in  and  out  to  climb, 
And  paves  to  the  woods  a  beaten  track. 


Half  upon  water  and  half  upon  land, 

His  amphibeous  home  is  at  last  complete ; 
15 


POEMS. 


Its  every  part  is  most  carefully  planned, 

Where  he  can  rest  in  shelter,  sleep  and  eat. 
. /! d  /  £  d a.    rl  f\  1 1 J  /v /T  A  •.)    si II 1 


Such  is  the  symbol  of  our  fair  country; 
Upon  the  Arms  of  Canada  '  tis  seen ; 
It  speaks  of  labor  and  of  industry, 
Of  love  of  home,  of  competition  keen. 


Like  to  the  Beaver,  we  should  ever  work 
To  build  our  beloved  Canadian  home, 
Avoid  no  effort  and  no  labor  shirk 
That  we  may  rest  beneath  our  Nation's  dome. 
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THE    FLOWERS. 

How  tender,  sweet  and  lovely 
Are  the  little  flowers  that  grow 
In  the  gardens,  fields  and  forest, 
By  the  waysides  herebelow. 

Each  has  its  little  story, 
A  history  all  its  own 
Written  in  varied  colors, 
Told  in  its  every  tone. 

They  tell  of  God's  own  goodness. 
How  He  made  things  great  and  small, 
How  He  loves  each  tiny  wild-flower, 
How  He  cares  for  each  and  all. 

The  flowers  have  but  one  longing  — 
They  wish  for  hearts  to  hymn 
A  canticle  to  His  goodness, 

And  souls  to  be  blessed  by  Him. 
19 
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THE    OCEAN. 

There  is  music  in  the  ocean, 
There  is  music  wild  and  grand, 
In  the  snow-capt  waves  that  rush, 
Breaking  over  rock  and  sand ; 

There  is  music  in  the  ocean 
When  the  mighty  breakers  roar, 
And  the  billows  crush  the  vessels 
Back  upon  the  sandy  shore; 

When  we  hear  the  lonely  sea-gull 
On  a  rock  or  in  the  sky, 
Screaming  to  the  rolling  ocean 
As  it  wings  its  flight  on  high ; 

There  is  music  in  the  ocean, 
Like  a  mighty  hymn  of  praise 
To  the  One  who  made  the  waters, 

And  can  calm  them  or  can  raise. 
20 
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THE    FOREST. 


In  a  forest  old  in  story, 
'  Neath  the  maples  grand  and  tall. 
'  Neath  the  pine  trees  soaring  lofty 
Whence  the  pleasant  shadows  fall, 
I  was  sitting,  listening  happy 
To  the  wee  birds'  gentle  call. 

. 

In  the  forest  aged  in  story 
With  its  maples  old  and  grand, 
Where  the  giant  pine  and  birch-tree, 
Where  the  oak  and  hemlock  stand; 
How  the  birds  all  praise  their  Maker  — 
A  melodious  joyous  band. 


21 


THE  BROOK. 

On  its  course  it  ever  goeth, 
And  its  waters  gently  floeth 
O'er  the  mossy  rocks; 


Down  the  mountain-side  it  leapeth, 
Zig-zag  in  its  course  it  sweepeth, 
O'er  the  rugged  rocks; 


And  its  voice  is  whispering  low 
As  it  murmurs  in  its  flow 
O'er  the   hidden   rocks; 


In  its  course  it  pauses  never, 
On  and  on  its  flows  forever 
O'er  its  bed  of  rocks. 

22 


AT  SUNRISE. 


Nature  awakens  from  her  silent  rest, 
The  little  birds  are  stirring  in  the  nest, 
The  zephyrs  move  the  leaves  upon  the  trees, 
The  flowers  fling  scent  upon  the  early  breeze, 
An  incense  to  the  day-god  rising  high 
Ascending  to  the  altar  of  the  sky. 


A  deep  blush  crimsons  the  eastern  slopes, 
As  the  flush  of  Faith  illumes  our  hopes; 
The  round  orb  wheels  above  horizon's  rim 
Changing  to  glory  night's  shadows  dim; 
Then  the  beams  of  morn  bedeck  the  dewy  sod, 
As  on  death's  sleep  flash  bright  the  rays  of  God. 


23 
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AT  SUNSET. 


The  little  birds  are  singing  sweet  and  low, 
The  busy  bees  are  huming  to  and  fro, 
The  rippling  brook  is  laughing  as  it  flows, 
The  squirrel  chirips  gayly  as  it  goes, 
The  whipperwill  is  singing  'mong  the  trees, 
A  million  voices  whisper  on  the  breeze. 


The  sunlight  fades  upon  the  mountains  high, 
The  twilight  deepens  in  the  evening  sky, 
A  dimness  cloaks  the  distant  rising  slopes, 
As  sadness  often  shrouds  our  brightest  hopes; 
Though  vanished  are  the  sunset's  golden  bars  , 
Like  new-born  hopes,  come  forth  a  million  stars. 


24 


THE  STARS. 


Countless  are  the  stars  on  high, 
Millions  of  them  in  the  sky, 
Far  beyond  the  reach  of  eye. 


In  appearance  none  the  same, 
Each  has  its  light  and  flame, 
Billions  are  without  a  name. 


When  the  sun  is  intensely  bright 
The  stars  are  swallowed  in  its  light, 
And  all  their  glory  is  at  night. 


Torches  lit  by  God's  own  hand, 
In  that  vault  so  wonderous  grand 
Whereby  the  universe  is  spanned. 
25 


POEMS. 

Each  in  itself  a  glowing  world  — 
Fpon  God's  banner  there  unfurl'd, 
Through   space   unending   they   are   hurl'd. 


God  shows  Himself  in  many  ways ; 
But  of  His  greatness  there  is  a  phase 
That's  seen  in  the  bright  starry  rays. 


26 
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THE  BEES. 


How  busy  are  the  little  bees, 
Ahiimining  on  the  summer  breeze. 
Flitting  around  with  graceful  ease. 


They  stop  to  kiss  each  tiny  flower, 
To  draw  its  essence  with  their  power, 
In  garden,  field  or  fragrant  bower. 


They  fly  o'er  every  bloom-clad  hill, 
Always  gathering,  never  still, 
Honey  sweet  their  hive  to  fill. 


How  happy  is  each  tiny  bee, 
Flying  about  from  tree  to  tree 
Ever  working,  yet  ever  free. 
27 
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At  evening  they  homeward  fly, 
Their  work  done,  they  wish  to  lie 
Hidden  away  from  prying  eye. 

rr 


God's  power  is  shown    o'er    land  and  seas, 
Reflected  in  the  flowers  and  trees, 
Even  in  the  humming  of  the  bees. 


28 
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SNOW  FLAKES. 
.gClflia  3HT 

One  by  one  they're  gently  falling 
From  the  gray  and  wintry  sky, 
Countless  little  pure  white  snow  flakes  — 
Count  them  —  vainly  do  I  try. 


Like  tiny  feathers  scattered  freely 
From  the  Winter  Angel's  wing, 
Brightly  flashing  in  the  sunlight 
Like  the  jewels  of  a  king. 

Now  they're  falling  fast  and  faster, 
Whirling  through  the  frosty  air, 
Crowding  in  against  my  window, 
Shutting  out  the  sun's  bright  glare. 


I  wish  my  heart  were  like  a  snow  flake, 
To  be  just  as  pure  and  white, 
And  be  like  the  monarch's  jewels 
With  faith  and  love  as  bright. 

20 


iiimiumiiiiiiificiiiiiiiiiiiiiniiiiiiim 


THE  BIRDS. 


The  birds  sing  gaily  in  the  trees, 
They  warble  on  the  morning  breeze, 
Filling  with  melody  earth,  sky  and  seas. 


Their  slender  voices  greet  the  sun, 
Through  all  the  day  their  twitterings  run 
They  sing  from  morn  '  til  day  is  gone. 


Their  sweet  notes  echo  over  vale  and  hill. 

Upon  the  mountain  and  beside  the  rill, 

And  through  the  heart  they  send  a  gentle  thrill, 


Ever  we  find  God's  wonderous  ways 
The  subject  of  the  birds'  glad  lays, 
Which  seem  an  endless  hymn  of  praise. 
30 


THE  BIRDS. 

What  happiness  their  songs  impart, 
Like  music's  balm  to  weary  heart, 
Yet  matchless  is  their  untaught  art. 


Happy  is  every  minstrel  of  the  sky, 
As  singing  sweetly  it  ascends  on  high 
cTil  song  and  bird  are  lost  to  ear  and  eye. 


81 
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SPRING. 


The  Spring  has  come  with  its  fragrant  breath, 
And  whispers  life  o'er  the  land  of  death; 
It  breaks  the  chains  of  the  frozen  streams, 
It  gladens  earth  with  its  warming  beams, 
Its  foot-steps  on  hill  and  vale  are  seen, 
Earth's  mantle  of  white  it  turns  to  green, 
It  decks  the  mountains  with  verdure  gay, 
It  inspires  the  birds  to  sing  their  lay; 
Changing  like  magic  the  leafless  trees 
To  bud  once  more  in  the  warming  breeze ; 
It  adorns  the  fields  and  gardens  fair 
With  countless  flowers  of  colors  rare; 
It  awakens  all  to  renew  the  strife 
Symbolic  of  a  return  to  life  — 
A  resurrection  from  Winter's  tomb 
To  another  season  of  hope  and  bloom. 
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WINTER. 

The  winter  has  come  with  frost  and  snow, 
And  the  wind  from  the  North  begins  to  blow, 
The  trees  are  leafless,  the  flowers  are  dead, 
The  grass  is  withered,  bleak  and  red. 

The  first  flakes  fall  on  the  mountains  high 
Like  jewels  that  drop  from  the  wintry  sky; 
The  great  flakes  fall  on  the  ocean's  wave 
And  sink  at  once  to  a  watery  grave. 

The  first  flakes  fall  on  the  leafless  trees 
And  are  blown  away  by  the  winter's  breeze ; 
The  first  flakes  on  the  ground  below 
Are  the  heralds  fortelling  the  coming  snow. 

But  the  snow  will  melt  and  the  frost  will  go, 
The  wind  of  the  North  will  cease  to  blow ; 
The  Spring  will  come  with  its  balmy  breath 
And  whisper  life  o'er  the  sleep  of  death. 
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THE  MOUNTAINS. 

The  mountain  peaks  are  lofty, 
They  tower  into  the  sky, 
Like  sentinels  on  duty 
They  view  the  world  from  high. 

Mighty  trees  have  grown  on  them, 
Countless  ferns  have  risen  there ; 
Grand  indeed  is  every  mountain 
With  its  ornaments  so  rare. 

The  mountains'  heads  were  weary 
With  their  crowns  of  ice  and  snow; 
But  their  feet  were  gently  covered 
With  bright  flowers  far  down  below. 

Then  winding  through  the  mountains 

The  waters  swiftly  roll'd, 

While  the  bright  sun  ever  mingled 

Their  ripples  with  its  gold. 
34 


THE  MOUNTAINS. 

The  snow  melts  on  the  mountain, 
Slowly  creeping  down  its  slope, 
Till  it  seems  to  mingle  with  the  flowers, 
Like  love  that  blends  with  hope. 

The  same  pure  golden  sunlight 
Then  falls  on  flowers  and  snow, 
Like  the  love  of  God  that  brightens 
All  nature  herebelow. 
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THE  SUN. 


Behold  the  Sun,  the  monarch  of  the  sky; 
Powerful,  majestic  from  his  throne  on  high 
He  gazes  down  on  the  world  beneath, 
Crowns  it  with  light  like  a  golden  wreath, 
Illumining  every  land  and  every  sod, 
Reflects  the  beauty  and  the  power  of  God. 


His  flaming  eye  beheld  the  land 
As  it  issued  from  the  Creative  Hand; 
It  gazes  like  fire  on  the  rolling  sea 
As  it  came  from  the  grasp  of  Divinity. 


It  saw  the  ages  over  earth  and  wood 
Roll  on,  it  beheld  the  world's  great  Flood, 
It  saw  all  the  nations  now  dead  and  gone 

And  it  stood  still  one  day  over  Ajalon. 
36 


THE  SUN. 

Assyrean,  Persian,  Egyptian  and  Greek, 
The  good  and  bad,  the  powerful  and  weak, 
It  saw  them  all  —  where  now  are  they? 
Yet  the  same  round  sun  is  the  same  to-day. 


Thus  all  things  pass  at  the  Creator's  nod,  • — 
Save  the  sun  on  high  and  still  higher  God. 


37 


iimiiuiiiiiimiiuiiiiiiiiiiiiuiimiimiiimiiiiiiiiuiiiiim 


THE  CLOUDS. 

The  beauty  of  the  clouds  we  seldom  note, 
Their  constant  changings  charm  the  eye, 
So  different  in  forms  as  they  float 
Upon  the  azure  ocean  of  the  sky. 

Golden  the  beauty  of  the  clouds  at  morn, 
At  eve  they  show  their  myriad  colors  bright, 
While  mild  their  shadings  as  they  are  borne 
Beneath  the  moon  upon  the  wings  of  night. 

Dark  are  the  clouds  appearing  in  the  storm, 
As  the  swift  lightning  flashes  through  the  sky, 
Threatening  and  gloomy  is  their  form 
In  mighty  masses  piled  there  on  high. 

How  unlike  the  white  and  fleecy  clouds 
That  pile  in  summer  evening  each  on  each? 
The  rain  clouds  gray  like  unto  funeral  shrouds 

Across  the  entire  heavens  darkly  reach. 
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THE  CLOUDS. 

The  clouds  their  cloaks  upon  the  mountains  hang, 
Tangled  amongst  the  branches  of  the  trees, 
Pictures  that  many  a  fervent  poet  sang, 
Pictures  that  vanish  on  the  rising  breeze. 

By  day  or  night,  in  storm  or  in  calm  , 
The  clouds  their  varying  beauties  ever  show, 
Their  passage  is  one  endless  glorious  psalm 
Of  praise  to  God  from  creatures  herebelow. 
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THE  MOON. 

Behold  the  Moon,  the  Queen  of  night, 
Looking  from  out  the  palace  of  the  sky, 
Shedding  on  earth  her  rays  of  light 
From  her  stately  throne  on  high. 

Pale  is  her  light  through  its  rays  sublime, 
Descending  on  the  earth  from  heaven  above, 
Illumining  every  land  and  clime, 
Soft  as  a  smile,  beautiful  as  love. 

Her  brillant  crescent  cleaves  the  passing  clouds, 
Carving  a  pathway  of  resplendent  light, 
Silvering  the  fringes  of  night's  sombre  shrouds, 
Touching  each  one  upon  its  airy  flight. 

The  moon  when  full  displays  its  orb  so  round, 
That  seems  to  look  upon  the  earth  below, 
Till  every  object  on  the  wave  and  ground, 

With  borrowed  splendor  seems  to  brightly  glow. 
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THE   MOON. 

With  wonderous  regularity  each  phase 
Returns  in  its  own  measured  time, 
The  moon  proceeds  upon  her  varied  ways 
Along  its  ancient  path  sublime. 

.It  saw  the  world  at  its  creation  dawn, 
Throughout  the  ages  it  has  never  changed, 
Ever  since  from  nothingness  '  twas  drawn, 
The  pathways  of  the  sky  the  moon  has  ranged. 


41 


THE  NIGHT. 

The  Angel  of  Night  spreads  his  wings  o'er  the  world, 

And  his  cloak  of  darkness  he  trails; 

The  banners  of  Day  are  all  gloomily  furl'd, 

And  the  twilight  then  gradually  pales. 

The  firmament's  dome,  with  his  magical  wand 
He  touches,  as  he  rushes  by 
And  he  lights  up  the  stars  in  brillancy  grand 
Till  they  spangle  the  whole  of  the  sky. 

He  summons  the  moon  to  ascend  to  her  throne, 
As  he  breathes  forth  the  evening  breeze, 
And  while  she  appears  in  her  glory  alone, 
Deep  darkness  he  flings  o'er  the  seas. 

The  tops  of  the  mountains  he  bonnets  with  gloom, 

He  lulls  the  whole  world  to  rest; 

The  valley  grows  dark,  like  the  depths  of  the  tomb, 

As  Night  sweeps  from  East  unto  West. 
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THE  NIGHT. 

As  his  presence  is  felt  all  nature  is  hushed, 

And  the  silence  that  falls  is  most  deep ; 

The  birds  seek  their  nests,  the  flowers  are  all  crushed 

Into  one  universal  great  sleep. 

The  hoot  of  the  owl  that  in  forests  we  hear, 
And  the  cataract's  thundering  roar 
Are  the  only  sounds  that  break  on  the  ear, 
As  the  universe  Night  passes  o'er. 
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THE  DAY. 


As  vanish  the  last  gray  garments  of  the  Night, 
From  East  comes  in  glory  the  Spirit  of  Light, 
Shooting  arrows  of  brillancy  to  left  and  right. 


Like  a  giant  of  power  in  armor  of  fire, 

With  invincible  stride  he  moves  high  and  higher, 

His  refulgence  makes  all  the  night  stars  expire. 


He  gilds  the  mountains  on  the  rim  of  the  sky, 
Lights  beacons  upon  them,  like  watch-towers  on  high, 
Above  which  to  salute  him  the  bald-eagles  cry. 


9  Tis  the  day-god  who  summons  the  world  to  his  feast ; 
Hour  by  hour  the  glow  of  the  scene  is  increased, 
From  the  flush  in  the  West  to  the  fires  in  the  Bast. 
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THE  DAY. 

The  shafts  from  his  quiver  enter  every  nook, 
Pierce  the  slope  of  the  hill,  and  illumine  the  brook, 
While  his  eye  flashes  down  its  red  burning  look. 


All  nature  with  thrilling  and  brightness  is  rife, 
Every  instinct  is  stirred  into  form  for  the  strife ; 
It  is  Day,  it  is  Light,  it  is  Joy,  it  is  Life. 
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THE  BAY  OF  FUNDY. 


The  highest  tide  of  the  world  in  shocks 
Thunders  upon  the  embattled  rocks 
That,  like  ramparts,  rise  in  bastions  gray 
To  form  the  walls  of  Fundy's  Bay. 
There  Atlantic  in  fury  thunders  with  might, 
Lifting  its  white  billows  to  such  a  height 
That  the  roar  and  the  rush,  the  force  and  power, 
Seem  to  threaten  the  observation-tower 
Whence  the  trembling  watcher,  with  dizzy  gaze, 
Beholds  that  mad  strength  '  neath  a  vail  of  haze. 
You  look  awhile,  then  the  entire  world 
Seems,  in  one  great  heap,  to  be  madly  hurl'd 
Against  the  adamantine  trembling  shore, 
While  the  thunder  is  drowned  in  the  ocean's  roar. 
On  and  on  they  come,  rising  high  and  higher, 
The  billows  that  at  that  wall  expire ; 
9  Til  wild  in  confusion  each  one  leaps  back 

Along  the  rough  crests  of  the  tide's  broad  track; 
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THE  BAY  OF  FUNDY. 

Leaps  back  to  return  with  one  hundred  more 
To  bombard  again  grim  old  Fundy's  shore. 
Grandure  and  might  and  irresistable  force 
Mark  the  white  battalions  in  their  furious  course.; 
Until  Nature  has  broken  her  every  law 
In  an  effort  to  create  such  a  scene  of  awe. 
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PERSONAL  POEMS. 
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MY  PARENTS. 


The  dearest  Lord  who  made  me 
Has  placed  close  by  my  side 
Two  loving  Angels,  sweet  and  kind 
To  be  my  earthly  guide  — 
To  keep  me  good  and  humble, 
In  a  sinful  world  of  pride.  - 


To  them  I  owe  my  Baptism, 
My  First  Communion  fair, 
Eeligion  and  its  sacred  truths, 
My  life  of  happiness  rare ; 
They  have  surrounded  all  my  life 
With  devoted,  tender  care. 


When  they  are  old  and  feeble, 

My  strength  shall  be  their  stay; 
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POEMS. 

With  a  heart  all  filled  with  gratitude, 
I  will  chase  their  grief  away; 
And  pray  unto  Our  loving  Lord, 
To  be  their  joy  each  day. 

The  Lord  who  reigns  in  Heaven 
Will  hear  my  humble  prayer, 
That  all  the  blessings  of  this  life 
The  both  of  them  may  share, 
That  the  crown  of  life  eternal 
May  reward  their  loving  care. 
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TO  MY  BROTHER  HERBERT. 

He  shared  my  childhood  cares  and  joys, 
He  shared  my  nursery  books  and  toys, 
He  shared  my  happy  hours  of  youth, 
Those  days  of  peace  and  love  and  truth. 

The  memory  of  each  happy  year 
Unto  my  heart  is  ever  dear; 
And  often  do  I  dwell  upon 
Those  happy  days  forever  gone. 

And  I  daily  kneel  and  pray 
That  our  Blessed  Mother  may 
Watch  and  keep  him  every  day, 
When  at  home  or  when  away. 

And  I  always  hope  to  be 
True  to  him  as  he  is  to  me, 
Treasuring   his   love   as   greater   worth 

Than  any  prize  I'd  win  on  earth. 
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POEMS  OF  DEVOTION. 
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A     CHILD'S     PRAYER 

TO   JESUS    IN   THE    HOST. 

A  little  Host  was  lying 

In  a  tabernacle  fair, 

A  little  child  was  kneeling 

In  silent,  humble  prayer: 

"  0,  dearest  Lord,  I  love  Thee," 

It  is  all  the  child  did  say: 

Then  "  Take  my  heart  and  keep  it, 

It  is  Thine  this  blessed  day." 

The  Holy  Infant  Jesus 

Lent  from  out  the  tiny  door, 

He  saw  the  child  there  kneeling, 

And  He  loved  her  more  and  more. 

She  gave  her  heart  to  Jesus 

In  that  tabernacle  fair, 

And  He  took  the  loving  tribute 

And  hid  it  with  Him  there. 
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EASTER. 


The  holy  Lenten  season 
At  last  has  passed  away. 
And  to-day  we  celebrate 
Our  glorious  Easter  Day. 
"Resurrexit  sicut  dixit" 
The  Angels  sweetly  sing, 
And  in  humble  adoration 
Pay  homage  to  their  King. 


"  He  is  risen/'  Yes,  we  knew  it; 
He  had  but  the  word  to  say 
And  His  glorious,  sacred  Body 
Rose  from  out  the  tomb  that  day. 
"  Christ  has  risen/'  Alleluia, 
Let  us  all  our  treasures  bring 
To  the  feet  of  our  sweet  Savior, 

To  our  clear  triumphant  King. 
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EASTER. 

Only  one  sweet  tiny  treasure 

Jesus  asks  with  love  divine, 

'  Tis  your  heart  —  then  won't  you  give  it 

To  your  risen  Lord  and  mine? 
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SISTER  THERESA  OF  THE  CHILD  JESUS. 

Theresa  the  sweet  and  loving  child, 
With  features  calm  and  ways  so  mild, 
God's  grace  had  made  her  soul  to  grow 
Pure  as  a  lily,  white  as  snow. 

That  little  flower  of  Jesus'  Love 

He  cherished  from  His  throne  above; 

He  took  it  with  most  tender  care 

To  Carmel's  shrine  and  hid  it  there. 

There  she  grew  in  age  and  grace 
And  Jesus  beamed  upon  her  face, 
And  blessed  the  one  whom  He  did  call 
To  serve  within  that  cloister's  wall. 

And  when  her  mortal  life  was  done 

Jesus  recalled  that  loving  one, 

To  bring  her  to  His  home  He  came 

Where  she  might  ever  bless  His  Name. 
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THE  IMMACULATE  CONCEPTION. 

Mary  Immaculate,  Mother  of  God  , 

To  thee  do  we  kneel  to  pray, 

Oh,  shower  down  blessings,  like  rain  on  the  sod, 

From  Heaven  this  glorious  day. 

Purer  than  all  the  angelic  host, 
Fairer  than  all  the  most  fair, 
Thy  love  of  labor  was  ever  the  most  — 
Save  thy  all-absorbed  love  of  prayer. 

Mary  of  Virtues  our  model  most  true 

Our  Mother  and  Queen  thou  art; 

Like  the  seven-hued  rainbow  spanning  the  blue, 

God's  promises  thou  doest  impart. 

Just  one  favor,  this  day,  do  I  ask  of  thee, 
One  boon  from  your  bright  throne  above, 
That  to  Jesus,  who  has  so  long  loved  me, 

I  may  give  all  my  own  heart's  love. 
61 


iiiii[iniiiiiiiiiiii[jiiiiiiiiiiioiiiiii!i!iiHiiiiiiiiminm 


AN  ASPIRATION. 


Mary,    sole  exception  in  this  world  of  sin, 
Pure  snow-flake  on  the  hills  of  Time, 
List  to  my  pray'r  above  the  rush  and  din, 
Gaze  on  me  from  thy  throne  sublime. 
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THE  WISH. 

I  wish  I  were  the  little  light 
That  burns  before  Thy  shrine, 
Or  else  the  little  flower  that  lies 
Before  the  Sacrament  divine ; 

I  wish  I  were  the  little  door 
That  hides  Thee  from  our  sight ; 
Or  else  the  sacred  chalice 
Which  holds  Thy  Blood  and  might. 

I  wish  I  were  the  paton  fair 
On  which  the  Host  doth  rest; 
Or  else  the  pure,  white  altar  cloth 
Spread  o'er  the  place  most  blest. 

I  wish  I  were  an  angel 
Who,  in  adoration  bent 
Before  Thy  sacred  presence, 

Inspires  us  to  repent. 
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POEMS. 

I  wish,  dear  Jesus,  that  my  heart 
Might  pure  and  holy  be, 
To  show  the  love  I  have  for  Thee 
Who  died  through  love  of  me. 

But  neither  light,  nor  flower,  nor  door, 
Nor  vessels  made  of  purest  gold, 
Surpass  the  richness  of  my  heart 
Which  Jesus  now  doeth  hold. 
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A  LEGEND. 

A  child  was  humbly  praying 
One  lovely  day  in  June 
When  the  air  was  full  of  perfume 
And  the  roses  were  in  bloom. 

On  the  feast  of  the  Heart  of  Jesus 
The  wee  one  came  to  pray 
To  ask  for  the  loving  Savior's 
Blessing  that  holy  day. 

The  Sacred  Heart,  rejoicing 
To* hear  that  humble  pray'r, 
Came  down  from  the  High  Altar 
And  touched  the  child  so  fair. 

"  0     dearest   soul,   I    love    thee 
Far  more  than  I  can  say/' 
The  child  made  answer  meekly 

"  Take  me  to  Heaven  to-day." 
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POEMS. 

Touched  was  the  Heart  of  Jesus 
By  that  child's  peculiar  prayer, 
So  He  took  her  soul  to  Heaven 
To  live  forever  there. 

That  soul  so  pure  and  spotless 
The  angels  met  with  love, 
To  sing  with  them  Christ's  glory 
In  His  happy  home  above. 
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THE  GUARDIAN  ANGEL. 


Angel  of  God,  my  guardian  fair, 
Who  watches  with  most  tender  care, 
Who  takes  each  little  word  and  pray'r 
To  lay  before  God's  throne; 
Who  has  been  with  me  since  my  birth, 
Who  loves  me  more  than  all  on  earth, 
Who  gives  me  joy  and  holy  mirth 
And  never  leaves  me  all  alone. 


Angel  of  God,  Oh,  be  my  guide 

Stay  forever  by  my  side, 

Keep  my  heart  from  sinful  pride, 

Fill  my  soul  with  love  of  Him; 

Then  take  my  soul  on  wings  of  love 

And  carry  it 'to  bliss  above, 

Let  it  become  the  carrier-dove 

Of  every  prayer  and  hymn. 
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HYMN  TO  SAINT  JOSEPH, 

Hail  to  thee,  blessed  Joseph, 
Prince  of  the  court  above, 
Head  of  the  Holy  Family, 
To  thee  do  I  give  my  love. 

Sweet  saint,  beloved  of  Jesus, 
To  thee  I  come  to  pray; 
Teach  me,  0  dear  Saint  Joseph, 
Like  Jesus,  to  obey. 

Hail  to  thee,  Saint  Joseph, 
Spouse  of  the  Queen  above, 
Foster  father  of  Jesus, 
Take  thou,  Oh,  Saint,  my  love. 

When  sad,  alone,  forsaken, 
From  the  world  I  turn  away, 
At  the  feet  of  dear  Saint  Joseph 

My  heart  finds  rest  each  day. 
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MY  ROSARY. 


I  say  my  rosary  every  day, 
So  that  the  \7irgin  Mary  may 
Keep  my  son!  from  sin  away. 


When  in  sorrow  or  in  pain, 
I  say  my  rosary  o'er  again 
Invoking  Mary's  blessed  name. 


Every  bead  is  like  a  flower 
That  I  take  each  happy  hour 
To  our  Blessed  Mother's  bower. 


Every  bead  is  like  a  gem 
Set  in  a  brillant  diadem  — 
To  her  I  offer  all  of  them. 
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P  0  E  M  S. 

Daily  I  kneel  me  down  to  pray 
That  OUT  Holy  Mother  may 
Take  my  soul  herself  away. 


When  from  this  life  I  depart, 
Mary  will  hold  me  to  her  heart, 
Never  again  to  let  us  part. 


TO 


CHRISTMAS. 

See  a  sweet  Babe  meekly  lying 
On  His  Virgin  Mother's  knee, 
In  a  cold  and  lowly  manger, 
Shivering  there  for  love  of  me. 

Harken  to  the  heavenly  voices; 
"  Gloria  "  the  Angels  sing, 
"  Peace  on  earth  "  are  they  repeating, 
"  Glory  to  the  new-born  King." 

Let  us  join  that  wonderous  chorus, 
Praising  grandly  the  Divine; 
Come  and  pay  your  homage  truly 
To  your  Infant  God,  and  mine. 

Come  and  mingle  with  the  Angels, 
To  the  Savior  let  us  say : 
"  Gloria  ",  we  sing  in  honor, 

Jesus,  of  Thy  dear  Birthday. 
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THE  FIRST  OF  MAY. 

9  Twas  morn  in  the  beautiful  temple, 
'  Twas  the  dawn  of  a  lovely  day, 
That  I  knelt  at  the  foot  of  an  altar, 
That  first  balmy  morning  of  May ; 
I  knelt  at  the  shrine  of  Our  Lady 
My  own  humble  tribute  to  pay. 

The  lights  were  lit  on  the  altar 

With  roses  and  lilies  between, 

The  sunlight  poured  in  through  the  window 

As  if  to  illumine  that  scene; 

Then  I  felt  that  the  Angels  of  Heaven 

In  silence  were  loving  their  Queen. 

Thus  at  the  bright  shrine  of  the  Virgin, 

With  roses  and  lilies  so  fair, 

I  left  my  own  heart  forever 

To  her  loving  and  tender  care ; 

And  I  felt,  like  the  Angels  of  Heaven, 

That  the  presence  of  Mary  was  there. 
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A  MEDITATION. 


(Suggested  in  the  chapel  of  the   Ursuline  Monastery  at 
Three-Rivers.) 


How  silent,  how  solemn  is  everything  '  round, 

Scarce  a  sound  from  the    feet  that    the  corridors  trod; 

One  feels  that  this  place  is  all  sacred  ground, 

And  that  here  is  the  presence  and  spirit  of  God. 


The  souls  of  the  Nuns  that  are  gone  to  their  rest 
Seem  to  haunt  every  turn  in  the  monastery  still, 
Their  names  are  recalled  and  their  mem'ries  are  bless'd, 
While  their  virtues,  like  perfume,  the  monastery  fill. 


As  I  list  to  the  organ,  that  accompanies  each  psalm, 
While  choir-nuns  in  distance  the  office  repeat, 
I  am  charmed  to  devotion  by  the  mystical  calm 

That  hovers  above  and  around  this  retreat. 
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POEMS. 

And  here  as  I  kneel  and  forget  the  cold  world, 
I  join  in  the  spirit  that  blesses  the  place; 
Sin's  standard  is  lowered  and  Christ's  is  unfnrl'd, 
O'er  the  worshipping  Nuns  in  this  temple  of  grace. 


When  afar  on  life's  path  I  am  moving  along, 

To  Saint  Ursula's  home  I  will  fondly  look  back, 

And  I'll  think,  when  surrounded  by  the  hurrying  throng, 

Of  the  sweet  cloister's  peace  that  the  worldly  ones  lack. 


And  my  heart  will  return  to  that  cloistered  retreat, 
Like  the  bird  on  the  deep  that  goes  to  its  nest, 
And  my  lips  will  sing,  and  again  will  repeat, 
Hosannas  of  praise  to  God  the  Most  Bless'd. 
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POEMS  OF  REFLECTION. 
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HAPPINESS. 

Happiness  comes  from  goodness, 
Virtue  and  a  kind  heart; 
Self-forgetfulness,  love  and  devotion 
Joy  to  us  do  ever  impart. 

Happiness  grows  and  increases 
As  the  years  of  life  pass  away, 
Even  as  the  flower  that  blossoms 
Under  the  sun's  bright  ray. 

To  make  others  happy  with  you, 
To  share  your  joys  and  theirs, 
To  bring  light  into  every  life, 
To  share  with  all.  their  cares ; 

To  love  God,  —  this  is  happiness ; 
Then  sacrifice,  sorrow  and  pain, 
When    endured  for  the  love    of  Him, 

Is  joy  worth  a  life  to  gain. 
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HAPPY  THOUGHTS. 


My  thoughts  are  singing  swallows, 
In  the  lofty  leafy  trees; 
My  thoughts  are  like  the  sunlight 
Shedding  rays  o'er  earth  and  seas ; 
My  thoughts  are  like  the  blossoms 
That  scent  the  evening  breeze. 

And  like  the  singing  swallows  they  ever  rise 

In  anthems  sweet  and  pure  ascending  to  the  skies. 

And  like  the  sunlight  and  the  flowers, 
I  hope  my  thoughts  will  ever  be 
Good  and  pure  throughout  my  life, 
From  every  taint  of  vileness  free, 
That  they  may  all  be  worthy 

Dear  Lord,  to  offer  them  to  Thee. 
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Prayer  is  like  a  golden  chain, 
Link  on  link  from  earth  to  sky, 
Binding  man  to  God  again, 
Helping  him  to  live  and  die. 

Prayer  is  like  the  ladder  seen 
Once  by  Jacob  in  a  dream, 
Angels  up  and  down  it  mean 
Messages  that  constant  stream. 

Prayer  is  like  the  incense  light 
Ascending  from  the  earth's  fair  sod, 
Through  endless  space  by  day  and  night, 
Up  to  the  bright  throne  of  God. 

Prayer  ascends  unto  the  sky, 
By  God's  angels  carried  there  — 
Man's  homage  to  his  God  on  high  — 

This  is  what  we  mean  by  prayer. 
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THE  CEMETERY. 

Field  of  varied  monuments, 
Where  sleep  ten  thousand  blest, 
Inscribed  with  numerous  intents 
Telling  of  their  unending  rest. 

Field  wherein  deepest  silence  lies, 
In  skies  above  '  neath  sod  below, 
Even  the  passing  breeze  that  sighs 
The  solemn  stillness  seems  to  know. 

Field  where  the  sun  looks  down  in  awe 
And  silently  pours  forth  his  ray; 
Obedient  to  one  common  law, 
The  dead  sleep  on,  the  living  pray. 

Field  whence  the  dead  shall  all  arise, 
When  monuments  are  crumbled  there; 
Their  souls  shall  live  beyond  the  skies — 

All,  all  they  ask  us  now  is  prayer. 
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FRIENDSHIP. 

Friendship,  when  real,  is  like  a  flower 
Growing  more  fragrant  every  hour; 
A  smile  or  a  tear  of  sympathy  true 
Freshens  the  flower  like  morning  dew, 
Quickens  the  life  of  Friendship's  seed 
Does  a  kindly  word  or  a  generous  deed ; 
The  soil  is  dampened  and  like  fruitful  grain 
The  flower  buds  forth  under  Friendship's  rain ; 
All  nature  contributes  to  make  it  grow, 
The  earth's  sweet  sap  and  the  sun's  bright  glow, 
The  very  winds  have  a  mystic  power 
To  strengthen  the  bloom  of  Friendship's  flower. 
In  the  garden  of  Life  no  flower  more  rare, 
None  other  with  Friendship  can  compare; 
In  the  summer  hours  '  tis  a  glad  surprise, 
And  even  in  winter  it  never  dies; 
In  joy  or  sorrow,  from  cradle  to  tomb 

The  flower  of  Friendship  will  always  bloom. 
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CHILDHOOD. 

The  child  is  a  flower 

That  buds  each  hour 

Into  strength  and  beauty's  bloom; 

From  a  tiny  seed 

With  each  thought  and  deed, 

It  develops  and  needs  more  room. 

Like  morning's  dew 

Each  precept  true 

Maintains  the  slender  root, 

As  leaves  appear, 

So  year  by  year, 

Its  perfections  upward  shoot. 

You  must  tend  the  flower, 

In  the  scented  bower, 

Most  constant  and  carefully; 

You  must  guide  the  child 

With  councels  mild, 

As  its  strength  grows  steadily. 
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Though  the  flower  will  fade 

In  life's  evening  shade, 

Its  leaves  may  be  kept  and  pressed; 

Their  odor  sweet 

Shall  the  senses  greet, 

Like  that  of  God's  saints  —  the  Blessed, 
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THE  RIVER  OF  LIFE. 

Our  life  is  like  a  mighty  river 
Flowing  downward  to  the  sea, 
Steady,  ceaseless  is  it  ever, 
Turbulent  or  tranquily. 

At  its  source  a  tiny  streamlet 
Flowing  o'er  a  mossy  bed, 
Here  a  shadow,  there  a  gleamlet, 
Broadening  as  it  flows  ahead. 

Gathering  volume  in  its  flowing, 
Bearing  burdens  on  its  wave, 
Storms  darkening,  sunlight  glowing, 
So  from  cradle  unto  grave. 

Swift  and  swifter  life  is  passing, 
Every  wave  is  like  a  breath; 
All  its  power  it  seems  amassing 

As  it  nears  the  Falls  of  Death. 
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Then  begins  the  dizzy  rushing, 
Hastening  '  round  each  rock  and  bend, 
Often  darkening,  seldom  flushing, 
As  it  nears  its  fatal  end. 

O'er  the  Falls  the  plunging  river 
Tumbles  into  the  abyss, 
Whence  only  spray,  like  memories  ever, 
Rises  like  a  dying  kiss. 


THE  VANISHED  YEARS. 


Each  year  that  has  passed  is  like  a  wave 
Rolling  on  from  cradle  to  grave, 
Tossed  on  the  TiishJng  river  of  life, 
Rising  or  sinking  in  peace  or  strife. 
The  years  flow  down  to  that  mighty  sea 
That  is  called  the  Ocean  of  Eternity. 
Some  years  are  like  peaks  that  rise  sublime, 
While  others  are  foot-hills  in  the  range  of  Time; 
Some  pierce  the  sky-dome  of  the  Past, 
Crowded  with  events  that  forever  last, 
Adorned  with  many  a  glorious  name 
That  is  destined  to  live  on  the  scroll  of  fame. 
Though  the  years  are  gone  they  cannot  die, 
Though  the  records  of  some  in  oblivion  lie, 
They  all  are  numbered;  each  year  and  age 
In  the  volume  of  History  has  its  page; 
Each  has  its  span,  and  Immortality 

Shall  gather  them  all  in  Eternity. 
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NEW  YEAR'S  DAY. 

The  day  is  slowly  breaking 
In  the  eastern  sky, 
The  sun  is  just  advancing 
Towards  his  throne  on  high; 

The  wind  is  gently  blowing 
Amongst  the  lofty  trees, 
The  snow  flakes  are  now  falling 
Over  land  and  seas. 

Church-bells  are  a-ringing 
Throughout  the  world  to-day, 
And  there  comes  the  merry  singing 
On  this  Happy  New- Year's  Day. 

Souls  are  joyful,  hearts  are  cheerful, 
Faces  all  are  bright  and  gay; 
There  should  be  no  trace  of  sorrow 

On  this  Happy  New- Year's  Day. 
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Every  heart  is  light  and  bounding, 
Every  one  is  free  from  care; 
Homes  with  merry  tones  resounding. 
For  God's  Peace  is  hovering  there. 

"  Happy,  happy  New  Year  to  you," 
Each  one's  greeting  on  this  day; 
"Many  happy  returns,"  the  answer; 
This  is  what  the  people  say. 
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THE  BELLS. 

Joyful  the  ringing  of  the  Christening  Bell, 
AVhat  a  world  of  promise  it  doeth  f ortell ; 
Announcing  another  in  this  land  of  strife, 
A  new-born  pilgrim  on  the  path  of  life. 

The  pleasant  ringing  of  the  Wedding  Bell, 
Sounding  with  joy  over  hill  and  dell; 
May  peace  and  happiness  bless  each  pair 
Whose  union  its  loud  tones  declare. 

The  solemn  tolling  of  the  Funeral  Bell, 
How  deep  and  awful  sounds  the  knell, 
Telling  of  some  departed  soul; 
Grave  is  .the  meaning  of  its  toll. 

List  to  the  clang  of  the  Alarm  Bell ; 
Its  very  sound  seems  to  repell; 
Unlike  the  merry  jinggling  swell 

On  winter  air  of  the  glad  Sleigh  Bell. 
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There's  a  bell  that  sounds  from  the  loftj  steeple, 
Calling  to  prayer  all  the  fervent  people ; 
Its  voice  rings  out  from  that  tower  on  high, 
Like  an  angel  summoning  from  the  sky. 

But  the  sweetest  Bells  in  the  world  for  me 
Are  those  that  live  in  my  memory : 
The  bells  of  the  Convent,  when  I  was  there, 
Calling  the  girls  to  study  or  prayer. 

My  dearest  associations  twine 
'  Eound  that  happy  time,  like  a  clinging  vine ; 
As  I  walk  down  Life's  ever  lengthening  dell, 
I  hear  the  sounds  of  our  Convent  Bell. 

Thus  at  every  hour  throughout  our  life, 
In  moments  of  peace,  or  grief,  or  strife, 
The  vision  of  each  event  we  can  tell 
By  the  memory  of  some  familiar  Bell. 
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MUSIC. 


Music  is  just  one  universal  tongue, 
Be  it  on  instrument  or  be  it  sung; 
Music  has  thrills  for  ignorant  and  sage, 
Alike  in  every  clime  and  every  age; 
Vocal  or  instrumental.,  all  the  same, 
Within  the  soul  it  lights  a  living  flame, 
Imparts  a  charm  or  a  soul  to  Beauty, 
Encourages  all  upon  the  path  of  Duty ; 
Cheers  on  the  soldier  in  the  deadly  fray, 
Lights  up  devotion  in  the  hearts  that  pray. 


Music  is  in  the  Ocean's  sounding  surge; 
It  swells  the  Pean  and  en  tones  the  Dirge ; 
It  softens  sorrow  and  assuages  pain, 
And  in  despair  makes  hope  appear  again; 
The  rolling  organ  or  the  shepherd's  flute, 

The  clash  of  cymbals  or  the  lull  of  lute, 
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The  harp's  vibrating  strings,  the  very  breeze 

Singing  its  melody  amongst  the  trees, 

No  matter  whence  or  how  sweet  Music  swells 

'  Tis  felt  and  understood,  wherever  fond  man  dwells. 
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OLD  BOOKS. 


The  thoughts  of  authors  now  long  years  dead, 
In  the  musty  leaves  of  Old  Books  are  read ; 
They  may  be  dead,  yet  live  on  through  ages, 
Embalmed  in  the  mausoleum  of  their  pages; 
They  are  the  sarcophagi  that  for  all  time  hold 
Those  relics,  like  Egyptian  mummies  of  old. 
Old  Books  are  our  silent  but  faithful  friends; 
Their  friendship  survives  —  it  never  ends  — 
You  chat  and  live  with  dead  men  cf  thought 
As  you  sit  and  persue  the  works  they  wrought. 
They  are  peaceful  companions  that  never  betray, 
Nor  dispute,  nor  quarrel,  for  all  silent  are  they. 
When  the  world  is  harsh  in  its  wars  and  looks 
You  can  turn  for  peace  to  your  good  Old  Books. 
In  quiet  rows  on  their  orderly  shelves 

They  contain  a  whole  world  all  by  themselves; 
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They  are  ever  at  hand  when  the  day  goes  wrong; 
They  await  you  whenever  the  night  is  long ; 
They  are  still  your  friends  when  friends  have  fled; 
You  can  read  them  again,  though  so  often  read ; 
Of  knowledge  the  streams,  of  science  the  brooks, 
Flow  ceaselessly  on  through  the  good  Old  Books. 


THE  DOG. 


Love  and  fidelity  his  very  instincts  show, 
And  gratitude  is  always  in  him  seen, 
His  master's  voice  he  ever  seems  to  know, 
When  danger  threatens  he  is  ever  keen 
To  ward  it  off  by  rushing  in  between. 

He  knows  and  shuns  the  hand  of  cruelty, 

He  licks  with  love   the   hand   by   which   he   is   fed, 

And  with  a  wonderous  strong  fidelity 

He  knows  his  home,  his  kennel  and  his  bed, 

Although  his  palace  is  an  humble  shed. 

Some  think  him  vicious,  such  is  not  the  case ; 
Treat  him  with  kindness  and  he  is  always  kind ; 
He  knows  his  duty  and  he  knows  his  place, 
He  wants  a  home,  and  he  is  sure  to  find 

Friends  with  good  heart  and  even  generous  mind. 
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A  wandering  dog  like  this  I  knew,  and  found 

All  gentle  qualities  in  him  did  meet ; 

He  was  a  lovely,  long-eared,  Beagle  Hound; 

I  loved  him  as  he  cuddled  at  my  feet  — 

He  knew  his  name  and  every  one  knew  PETE, 


CONVENT  MEMORIES. 


The  Spirit  of  Memory  her  mirror  oft  holds 

Before  me  to  gaze  on  the  Past; 

As  I  look  in  the  glass  it  slowly  unfolds 

Dim  pictures  that  only  a  brief  moment  last. 

One  evening  that  Spirit 

Placed  her  fair  mirror  bright 

Directly  before  me  to  gaze, 

And  I  seemed  then  to  see 

Clear  and  brillantly 

The  scenes  of  my  dear  convent  days. 


The  building  the  same  as  you  see  it  to-day, 
Internally  it  was  just  the  same ; 
The  rooms  for  the  study,  for  lessons,  for  prayer. 
And  the  chapel  —  each  one  I  could  name. 
But  the  familiar  faces 

Are  not  in  their  places, 
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Nor  the  voices  I  knew  can  I  hear; 

Yet  taking  her  stand 

With  her  magical  wand, 

Memory  summons  all  those  I  hold  dear. 


RECREATION. 


I  love  to  recall  our  hours  of  play, 

When  all  the  pupils  gathered  gay 

Upon  the  grounds  or  in  the  hall, 

To  slide  or  play  at  basket-ball ; 

Sometimes  we  had  it  really  rough, 

At  least  for  girls  '  twas  wild  enough ; 

But  we  were  gentle  as  a  rule, 

And  lady-like  as  suits  a  school. 

I  trust  my  playmates  scattered  wide 

Will  not  forget  the  Convent  slide. 

And  as  through  life  they  move,  may  they 

Recall  those  happy  hours  of  play. 
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THE    CLASS   ROOM. 


Though  life  is  a  blending  of  light  and  gloom, 
I  cannot  forget  our  study-room. 
The  lessons  were  hard  to  crack  the  mind, 
But  the  patient  teachers  were  ever  kind; 
One  in  particular  I  can  recall 
Who  had  jokes  and  anecdotes  for  all, 
She  liked  her  own  souvenirs  to  tell 
And  for  this,  perhaps,  we  loved  her  well. 
Some  lessons  of  course  we  always  knew, 
We  neglected  others  —  but  they  were  few. 
We  were  a  band  of  most  pleasant  folks, 
Enjoying  each  others'  skits  and  jokes. 
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THE  CHAPEL. 


One  of  the  places  I  loved  the  most 

Was  the  Convent  Chapel,  where  the  Sacred  Host 

Was  always  present  by  night  and  by  day,, 

And  where  we  were  often  sent  to  pray. 

The  ornaments  on  its  altar  bright, 

The  flowers,  the  statues  and  each  light 

Familiar  to  every  pupil  seemed, 

When  there  the  sacred  music  streamed 

Each  quivering  note,  each  tuneful  voice, 

Made  all  our  devoted  hearts  rejoice. 

Such  scenes  and  faces  I  seem  to  see 

In  the  Mirror  of  my  Memory. 


In  our  Convent  the  teachers  form  part 
Of  the  Ladies  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 
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THE  ANGEL  OF  MONS. 

(A  legend  of  the  Great  War  of  1914-1918.; 


The  Great  War  that  Napoleon  in  exile  foretold 
O'er  the  nations  of  Europe  like  a  tidal-wave  roll'd  • — 
Crumbling  Crowns  into  dust,  snapping  Sceptres  in  twain, 
Shaking  Thrones  to  earth  to  ne'er  rise  again, 
Scattering  armies  of  might,  burning  humbler  homes, 
Laying  low  in  the  dust  spires,  temples  and  domes, 
Bringing  death  and  grim  ruin  in  its  terrible  wake 
Until  half  of  all  Europe  was  a  blood-crimsoned  lake. 
The  fires  of  destruction  blazed  fierce  on  each  shore, 
All  sounds  were  drowned  out  in  the  thundering  roar 
Of  cannon,  of  rifle,  of  bomb  and  of  shell, 
Turning  heavenly  peace  into  furious  hell. 
While  Death  in  all  forms  stalked  over  the  world, 
And  its  blood-stained  banners  were  fiercely  unfurl'd. 
There  were  terrors  untold  in  the  Teutons'  advance 
Which  rallied  the  forces  of  Britain  and  France. 
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It  was  thus  in  the  midst  of  that  world-shaking  strife, 
A  struggle  intense  to  save  Liberty's  life, 
That  the  darkness  of  night  was  lit  into  a  glow, 
In  the  heavens  above,  in  the  valleys  below, 
When  the  flashing  of  shells,  as  they  rushed  through  the  sky, 
To  the  thundering  guns  of  the  trench  made  reply, 
When  the  "curtain  of  fire"  cast  its  blaze  o'er  the  plain, 
And  the  soil  was  deep-drenched  with  torrents  of  rain, 
When  the  signals  of  death  rushed  over  the  sky 
And  the  hovering  aeros  intercircled  on  high, 
When  each  trench  was  at  once  a  shelter  and  tomb, 
As  the  spirits  of  life  and  death  met  in  the  gloom, 
Whence  eager  eyes  watched  for  a  move  or  a  sign 
To  reveal  the  fate  of  their  much-harassed  line ; 
The  sentinels  on  duty  gazed  anxious  afar 
For  a  hint  of  the  fight  in  the  trenches  of  war. 
All  through  the  long  night  as  the  Germans  advance, 
Sharp  vigils  are  kept  by  both  Britain  and  France. 
Not  a  man  at  the  front  has  a  moment's  repose. 
No  watcher  dare  sleep  though  his  aching  eyes  close. 
5  Twas  thus,  '  midst  the  shreaks  of  a  furious  night, 
A  vision  appeared  over  Mons'  naming  height,  - 
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A  something  that  seem'd  supernatural  to  all  — 

A  something  that  thousands  of  soldiers  recall. 

Was  it  a  spirit  of  Hope  or  a  spirit  of  Doom 

That  arose  on  their  sight  amidst  stygean  gloom  ? 

What  is  it  that  the  watcher  with  night-glass  there  cons? 

They  call  it,  who  saw  it,  "  The  Angel  of  Mons." 


The  soldiers  of  France,  looking  out  of  the  dark, 

Thought  they  saw  on  the  hills  Saint  Joan  of  Arc, 

Clad  in  armor  of  silver,  with  a  sabre  of  gold, 

Advancing  to  lead  them  as  she  did  of  old. 

They  claimed  that  the  vision  so  wonderous  to  see 

Was  a  heavenly  sign  of  a  grand  victory ; 

And  strong  grew  each  heart  that  was  growing  faint, 

As  they  thought  they  were  fighting  '  neath  the  eye  of  their  Saint. 

The  soldiers  of  Britain  saw  the  vision  as  well; 
That  wonderful  tale  these  brave  fellows  tell 
Just  as  ghost-stories  are  told  with  lowering  breath, 
For  they  feared  such  a  vision  far  more  than  death. 
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Then  one  whispered  the  word,  in  a  moment  of  awe, 

It  was  England's  Saint  George  that  the  whole  army  saw. 

The  courage  at  once  revived  in  each  breast, 

Of  victory's  wave  they  were  now  on  the  crest  — 

They  declared  that  the  War  was  now  rightly  begun  — 

And  would  end  with  the  crush  of  the  barbaric  Hun. 


The  Belgians  beheld  Saint  Michael  the  Great 
In  the  vision  of  Mons,  like  a  signal  of  Fate, 
As  he  drove  the  dark  legions  from  Heaven  above. 
So  his  power  and  his  justice  again  he  will  prove 
By  leading  the  ranks  that  are  fighting  for  Eight. 
By  commanding  once  more  against  soldiers  of  Might. 
It  could  not  be  other  than  the  Archangel  there 
That  appeared  like  a  spectre,  in  the  sulphurous  air; 
His  invincible  sword  he  unsheathes  as  of  yore, 
He  will  fight  for  God  as  he  once  fought  before, 
And  the  hosts  of  dark  evil  will  again  be  hurl'd 
From  the  face  of  the  earth  clear  out  of  the  world : 
Such  the  Belgians  thought  was  that  vision  so  bright 
That  appeared  above  Mons  in  the  depths  of  the  night. 
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Be  Michael,  or  George  or  Joan  the  Saint 

That  appeared  over  Mons  amidst  glimmering  faint, 

Like  a  spectre  let  loose  from  the  region  of  ghosts, 

Sent  to  cheer  on  to  glory  fair  Liberty's  hosts, 

The  Angel  of  Mons  was  a  harbinger  true 

Of  the  victory  the  Allies  eventually  knew. 

It  may  be  a  legend,  or  it  may  be  a  fact  — 

With  the  spirits  of  Power  it  may  be  a  pact  — 

Or  it  may  be  a  phantom  of  some  horrible  dream  — 

Or  it  may  be  of  God  a  forerunning  gleam ; 

But  the  Angel  of  Mons  was  the  polar  star 

Of  many  a  hero  in  that  terrible  war. 


It  is  said  that  soldiers,  like  sailors,  are  all 
Superstitious  and  fear  the  supernatural; 
They  see  spirits  in  trees  and  ghosts  on  the  waves, 
The  dead  in  shrouds  coming  out  of  their  graves, 
They  shudder  to  think  of  the  spirits  that  walk, 
And  the  beasts  that  like  human  beings  oft  talk. 
It  is  likely  that  all  the  things  that  they  dread  — 
Be  they  the  living  or  be  they  the  dead  — 
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Arose  to  their  fancy  as  on  Mons'  grim  height 
They  witnessed  the  vision  upon  that  dread  night. 
But  one'  thing  is  certain  and  all  question  defies, 
That  Angel  brought  victory  to  the  Allies. 
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MY  PIANO. 


I  use  my  piano  every  day; 

On  that  dear  old  friend  I  love  to  play, 

And  pass  each  happy  hour  away. 


I  think  of  composers  long  since  dead 
Whose  harmonies  each  day  are  read, 
Who  live  in  music,  though  their  days  have  fled. 


'  Tis  my  pleasant  companion  in  joy  or  pain ; 
When  lonely  I  turn  to  it  again, 
And  never  seek  solace  there  in  vain. 


Each  melody  sweet  can  charm  my  ear; 
Each  Sonata  I  play  becomes  more  dear ; 

Its  notes  are  fitted  to  lift  and  cheer. 
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How  wonderous  is  Music's  charming  part: 
It  sooths  the  soul  and  it  cheers  the  heart. 
Oh,  great  is  the  skill'd  musician's  art. 


When  other  friends  grow  distant  or  cold, 
Still  to  my  dear  Piano  I  hold; 
It  becomes  more  dear  as  it  grows  more  old, 
While  the  tales  it  tells  have  "been  often  told. 
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THE  CLOCK. 

There  is  a  dear  old  clock  in  the  hall, 
Whose  solemn  voice  speaks  out  to  all, 
Ticking  the  moments  and  never  still, 
Its  sound  creates  a  peculiar  thrill. 

Its  tickings  delight  the  little  child, 
Its  tones  are  so  regular  and  mild, 
It  tells  its  story  to  both  young  and  old, 
And  the  tale  it  tells  is  each  day  re-told. 

As  it  ticks  away  in  its  accents  low 
It  tells  how  swiftly  the  moments  go  — 
The  hour,  the  minute  and  then  the  day, 
All  pass,  as  it  ticks,  forever  away. 

The  clock  is  a  peaceful  and  faithful  friend, 
Its  solemn  warnings  seem  to  never  end. 
Like  a  sentinel  it  watches  from  on  high 

And  counts  the  moments  as  they  pass  by. 
Ill 


POEMS.     . 

From  morning  till  evening  it  ticks  away, 
And  from  eve  until  morn  it  has  its  say; 
Kegardless  of  quiet,  of  haste  or  of  strife, 
It  tells  of  the  hurrying  strides  of  life. 

Yet  the  clock  if  unwound  will  silent  become, 
Its  hands  will  be  still  and  its  ticking  dumb; 
Yet  even  then  Time's  ceaseless  flight 
Continues  on  through  the  day  and  night. 
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THE  STATIONS  OF  THE  CROSS. 


Saint  Francis  of  Assisi  upon  a  pilgrimage  bent, 

Unto  the  Holy  Land  religiously  went; 

On  his  return,  fired  with  a  zeal, 

The  wonders  of  the  Orient  did  he  reveal ; 

Pilgrimages  to  Judea  did  he  preach  • — 

But  yet  the  Holy  Land  was  hard  to  reach; 

The  way  was  long,  with  dangers  frought, 

None  could  then  practise  what  St.  Francis  taught. 

Seeing  this  and  realizing  then  the  same, 

The  inspired  saint  could  not  chide  or  blame. 


It  was  then  Saint  Francis  had  a  glad  surprise  — 
A  means  of  pilgrimage  he  did  at  once  devise. 
If  to  the  Holy  Land  the  pilgrimage  was  bann'd 
Saint  Francis  brought  to  all  the  Holy  Land. 
He  brought  it  in  the  form  of  Stations  of  the  Cross, 

Before  which,  without  fatigue,  expenses  or  loss, 
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The  would-be  pilgrims  might  fervently  trace 
Of  Christ5 s  earthly  pilgrimage  each  sacred  place. 
Thus  the  seven  Stations  in  Assisi's  chapel  were 
Mementos  of  the  holy  scenes  in  Christ's  Passion  there. 
In  after  years  his  brethern  added  seven  more, 
Before  which  the  pilgrims  could  worship  and  implore. 
The  Stations  of  the  Cross  in  every  church  are  found, 
In  every  chapel,  every  shrine  the  whole  world  '  round. 
'  Twas  Saint  Francis  who  conceived  this  devotion  grand, 
This  story  of  Christ's  Passion  in  the  Holy  Land. 


When,  Christian  friend,  those  Stations  you  behold, 
Remember  good  Saint  Francis  and  the  days  of  old ; 
And  with  him,  at  each  Station,  keep  a  holy  tryst, 
To  contemplate  the  sufferings  and  death  of  Christ. 
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A  WINDY  DAY. 

The  wind  is  moaning  among  the  trees ; 
How  wild  and  tossing  is  the  breeze ; 
It  sways  the  branches  to  and  fro, 
Like  a  fiend  let  loose  from  below. 

It  lashes  the  waves  upon  the  sea, 
As  they  dash  on  the  rocks  so  furiously ; 
The  mad-whipped  billows  rise  on  high, 
Like  snow-capt  peaks  along  the  sky. 

It  scatters  the  leaves  and  flowers  in  air, 
It  strips  the  trees  till  they  are  bare ; 
Like  a  demon  wild  in  destructive  lust 
It  whirls  aloft  the  blinding  dust. 

Fierce  its  fury  in  its  swift  advance, 
Over  the  earth  we  see  it  prance; 
Like  an  un-bridled,  untamed  steed, 

As  it  rushes  on  it  gathers  speed. 
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The  little  birds  seek  their  cozy  nest, 

No  longer  the  wind  will  they  dare  to  breast; 

Like  a  giant  in  power  it  spreads  alarms, 

And  around  the  trees  twines  its  gripping  arms. 

How  weak  is  man  in  the  fury  blind 
Of  the  rushing,  crushing,  sweeping  wind: 
When  fire,  or  water,  or  the  wind  in  might 
Arise  by  day,  above  all  by  night, 
How  frail  is  everything  in  their  way! 
force  in  Nature  as  strong  as  they  ? 
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MOUNT  ROYAL. 


Mount  Royal  lifts  its  regal  head 
Between  the  living  and  the  dead. 

Royal  in  aspect  is  its  form, 

In  golden  sunlight  or  in  storm. 

Between  St.  Lawrence  and  its  feet 
Hundreds  of  thousands  do  we  meet. 

Upon  its  northern  sloping  side 
Thousands  of  dead  rest  side  by  side. 

Mount  Royal  in  beauty  still  looks  down 
As  of  old  on  Hochelaga's  town  — 

What  time  Jacques  Cartier  climbed  its  height 

And  gazed  on  that  most  glorious  sight. 
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He  saw  the  giant  river,  the  endless  wood, 
As  on  that  summit  he  in  rapture  stood. 

To-day  the  observer  may  behold,  admire, 

A  wealth  of  buildings,  tower,  dome  and  spire, 

And  over  them  all,  to  safe-guard  from  loss, 
The  shadow  and  sign  of  the  Immortal  Cross. 
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OLD  QUEBEC  IN  WINTER. 

Silent  the  crooked  and  narrow  streets, 

Rare  is  the  passer-by  one  meets ; 

Snow-piles  every  doorway  fill 

Making  a  slide  of  every  hill. 

Winding  and  twisting  are  the  ways; 

Monotonous  are  its  nights  and  days. 

Yet  inside  each  solemn  ancient  door, 

If  you  had  the  privilege  to  explore, 

You'd  find  great  comfort,  a  cozy  fire, 

And  a  thousand  charms  that  you'd  admire. 

Against  Winter's  chill  its  homes  are  proof, 

There's  hospitality  under  each  roof. 

Its  buildings  are  quaint  and  grim  and  tall, 

And  the  Citadel  frowns  above  them  all. 

While  the  Terrace  —  in  all  seasons  —  ever  made 

The  world's  most  famous  promenade. 

In  the  modern  Chateau  you  can  easily  see 

A  picture  of  the  Castle  of  Saint-Louis. 
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In  the  homes  of  the  people  are  all  rife 

With  light  and  joy  and  happy  life. 

To  be  in  Quebec  seems  ever  so  good, 

Especially  out  at  Spencerwood 

Where  the  young  and  old  in  pleasure  meet  — 

The  rendez-vous  of  Quebec's  elite. 

In  the  sombre  basilica  one  ever  strays 

Back  to  the  churches  of  ancient  days ; 

As  you  roam  about  you  are  with  the  Past, 

Though  short  does  the  queer  delusion  last. 

You  meet  a  friend  and  you're  back  once  more 

To  the  present  days  as  you  were  before. 

Quebec  has  a  bracing  wintry  clime 

Which  you  love  the  more  each  happy  time 

That  your  foot-steps  to  the  old  city  turn. 

It  is  Canada's  great  historic  urn 

Where  like  relics  the  ashes  are  kept 

Of  the  heroes  who  under  its  walls  have  slept. 

I'll  love  Quebec  through  my  life  alway  — 

But  I  love  it  most  on  a  winter  day. 
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THE  NORTH-WEST  ARM. 


Old  Halifax  has  many  a  charm, 
But  none  surpass  the  North- West  Arm. 
That  branch  of  ocean,  with  constant  smile, 
Beaches  out  to  grasp  at  Melville  Isle  — 
A  fortress  of  old  historic  times, 
A  prison  later  to  punish  all  crimes. 
Between  wooded  hills  upon  every  side 
The  Arm  is  of  Halifax  the  pride. 
Yonder  rises  the  famed  memorial  tower, 
On  this  side  is  many  a  cozy  bower; 
Like  spokes  of  a  wheel  around  the  hub, 
Are  the  attractions  of  the  Wagwaltic  Club. 
The  Birchdale  grove  and  many  a  shade 
Of  sloping  hill  and  grassy  glade. 
When  the  winds  are  furious  on  the  deep 
The  waters  of  the  Arm  calmly  sleep. 
When  the  ocean  is  lashed  into  tempest  wild 

The  Arm  smiles  innocent  as  a  child. 
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There  is  one  thing  about  the  dear  old  place  • — 
A  swimming  match,  or  a  good  boat  race  , 
Or  on  the  waters  to  dive  or  to  float, 
Or  to  row  in  a  safe  and  steady  boat  — 
Always  a  something  fresh  and  new 
To  amuse,  or  to  hear,  or  there  to  view. 
When  the  Garrison  Band  comes  down  at  night 
And  the  Arm  is  lit  with  many  a  light, 
And  the  jolly  crowds  move  to  and  fro, 
With  pleasant  faces  wherever  they  go, 
There  is  never  a  cause  for  the  least  alarm, 
By  day  or  by  night,  on  the  North- West  Arm. 
As  the  years  roll  by,  as  I  travel  wide, 
My  memory  back  to  the  Arm  will  glide, 
Recalling  the  friends  and  the  pleasant  days 
I  there  enjoyed.     They're  beyond  all  praise, 
For  no  place  else  has  more  lasting  charm 
Than  old  Halifax  and  its  North- West  Arm. 
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NEW  YORK  VISITED. 


Great  Babel  of  confusion,  of  buildings  so  immense, 
The  gateway  of  a  continent,  with  rush  of  life  intense, 
City  of  activities,  of  business  and  expense. 


Beside  its  crush  and  hurry  all  other  cities  pale ; 
To  know  it  in  one  visit  you  certainly  must  fail; 
In  verse  I  cannot  picture  it,  nor  give  it  in  detail. 


Its  parks  are  all  extensive,  where  historic  statues  stand; 
Its  edifices  touch  the  clouds  in  their  proportions  grand ; 
The  whole  upon  gigantic  scale  seems  to  have  been  planned. 


But  no  matter  in  what  quarter  your  imagination  roams, 
Amidst  its,  spires,  sky-scrapers  and  its  countless  domes, 

New- York  is  still  a  city  devoid  of  hearths  and  homes. 
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Along  the  Hudson  if  we  take  the  Riverside  Drive, 
With  the  rush  of  all  its  autos  it  is  constantly  alive; 
Eadh  stately  structure  that  we  see  is  just  a  human  hive. 


I  saw  it  on  a  January  day  amidst  the  fog  and  gloom, 
I  scarce  could  see  the  Palisades  beyond  the  river  loom, 
When  I  paused  to  pay  a  tribute  at  Grant's  historic  tomb. 


The  weather  seemed  to  harmonize — it  was  so  dull  and  gray ; 
In  the  shrine  were  battle  relics,  the  flags  of  many  a  fray  • — 
A  tribute  which  the  nation  to  her  great  son  did  pay. 


I  stood  the  same  day  in  the  gloom  of  another  sacred  shrine, 

Old  Trinity,  with  its  souvenirs  of  services  divine, 

Back  in  the  days  whose  events  in  History's  pages  shine. 

Inside  St.  Paul's  are  ornaments  and  Washington's  own  pew ; 
Outside  are  trees  he  planted,  the  still  living  yew, 
And  tombstones  eaten  with  age  were  there  before  my  view. 
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The  Old  World  here  in  slumber  did  to  my  spirit  seem, 

While  without  the  streets  of  commerce  with  hurried  life  did  team ; 

Amidst  that  awful  rush  one  feels  as  in  a  dream. 


Then  out  on  the  Grand  Concourse  a  cottage  I  behold, 
A  homely,  wooden  structure,  just  as  in  days  of  old, 
The  Past  and  Present,  in  one  grasp,  the  picture  seems  to  hold. 


•  Twas  there  for  five  years  lived  and  wrote  Edgar  Allen  Poe ; 
Above  the  door  a  "  Raven  "  tells  the  story  that  all  know ; 
If  you  seek  an  inspiration  to  that  cottage  you  should  go. 


I  visited  a  number  of  the  Departmental  Stores; 

From  counter  unto  counter,  all  through  the  different  floors, 

I  moved  with  hundreds  that  thronged  the  numerous  doors ; 

A  babbling,  bustling  crowd  of  bargain-day  debaters, 
Filling  the  stairways  and  choaking  the  elevators, 
Or  scrambling  like  human  flies  upon  the  escalators. 
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I  also  saw  the  "Great  White  Way",  of  course  it  was  by  night, 
Myriades  of  colors  there  flashed  their  electric  light; 
It  was  a  dazziling,  bewildering,  extraordinary  sight. 

I  crossed  the  famous  Brooklyn  Bridge,  from  where  I  could  see 
The  crowded  shipping  coming  and  going  from  and  to  the  eea. 
And  beyond  was  Bedloe's  Island  with  the  Statue  of  Liberty. 

From  Wall  Street's  shrines  of  Mammon  to  Woodlawn's  silent  space  j 
Here  structures  filled  with  millions,  the  re  mausoleums'  marble  grace 
The  hurried  rush  and  turmoil,,  and  the  end  of  life's  great  race. 

NOT  Peace,  nor  Quiet  ever  that  city's  world  invades ; 

The  same  rush  in  the  morning,  at  noon,,  when  daylight  fades 

Upon  the  stately  Hudson  and  its  serried  Palisades. 

New  York  is  the  stage  of  one  great  moral  strife; 

With  every  enjoyment  and  misery  '  tis  rife ; 

It  is,  in  truth  in  every  phase,  the  Epitome  of  Life. 
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MY  POEMS. 

These  are  my  poems.    The  critics  may  find, 
(  Unless  they  are  all  exceeding  kind), 
That  my  verse  is  rugged,  and  my  rhyme 
Is  out  of  tune  and  out  of  time ; 
That  my  subjects  so  simple  are  too  few, 
That  I  tell  you  nothing  that's  very  new. 
Perhaps  that  the  critics  would  be  right; 
Yet  these  lines  are  precious  in  my  sight. 
They  are  children  that  seem  all  my  own, 
Born  in  the  happiest  days  I've  known. 
I  enjoyed  the  writing  so  thoroughly  well 
That  the  pleasure  I  had  I  ne'er  can  tell. 
As  I  read  them  over  though  I  am  not  vain, 
I  live  in  those  vanished  scenes  again, 
The  friends  that  I  loved  I  see  once  more, 
And  I  chat  with  them  as  I  did  before ; 
The  scenes  I  visited  again  arise 

And  each  recollection  I  dearly  prize, 
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So  my  little  poems,  I  gather  them  all, 
They  flock  to  me  at  my  coaxing  call, 
And  I  send  them  out  over  land  and  seas. 
I  bid  them  go  forth  to  amuse  and  please. 
Receive  them  kindly  just  as  they  are  sent, 
Think  not  of  my  faults,  but  of  my  intent. 
Each  little  poem  was  a  tiny  pet 
That  I  never  can  in  my  life  forget. 
Just  as  I  made  them  Fll  leave  them  so  , 
Thus  out  in  the  world  I  let  them  go. 
If  they  bring  pleasure  to  one  dear  friend 
My  poems  will  have  attained  their  end. 
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